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in person.   I was content to be ravished by the beauty of female form for sixpence.
Everything, I have said, flourished in Hollywood. There was one notable and curious exception. That was television. Although both Don Lee and Paramount had experimental stations, they televised only two or three times a week, and, search as I would, I could not find a single privately owned television set in the whole affluent town. I went up to the Don Lee station in the Hollywoodland range and came to the conclusion that B.B.C. facilities at Alexandra Palace were far superior. Although the radio, and certain film interests, had big plans for establishing a ring of stations on Mount Wilson, no progress had been made with the scheme. Hollywood, like the Martians in Wells's War of the Worlds, was arrogantly indifferent to the little germ that might bring about its downfall.
My failure to discover any dynamic interest in television caused me to cut my visit short. After only four strenuous days I flew to Washington, by way of Chicago. Then there came a moment when, far from the rainbow extravaganza of filmland, I stood under the fine dome of the Jefferson memorial, with the quiet waters of the Potomac gliding by, and I read the inscription above me: "I have sworn upon the altar of God eternal, hostility against every form of tyranny over the mind of man." • Then I felt, at last, nearer to the soul of America, nearer to understanding this multitude of races and countries under one flag.
Another lesson came when I was visiting the Smithsonian Institute, irreverently called "Uncle Sam's attic," one of the world's finest museums. Several times I asked different people, both curators and visitors, which was the principal exhibit. Invariably, I was told "Lindbergh's plane. 'The Spirit of St. Louis.'" It was American worship of guts and energy, their preference for the present over the past. Readers may object that many Americans have a positive mania for old things and rare works of art, that the average American knows far more about his ancestors than the average European. True, but all these things are hobbyhorses. He admires courage and achievement more than anything in this world. I hear another faint dissentientel turned the picture into aterwards dying in hospital from his injuries. He thus emulated Goering and cheated allied justice.shed in 1945, to which I have also referred.  On the other hand
